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TOM THUMB. 

A C T I. S C E N E L 

S C E 1^Z The Palace. 
Mr. DotJdle, Mr. Noodle. 

O O D L S. 

IU R E, fuch a Day itf this was never feen ! 
. The Sun himfctf , on this aufpictoiu 
Day, 
Shines like a Beau ifl a new Birth-Da^ 
Suit: 
All Naturej my Naodte \ grins for Joy. 
iVflorf. This Day, O Mr. Doodk ! is a Day 
Indeed, a Day we never faw before. 
The mighty fhomas 7^«m^ viftorious comes j 
Millions of Giants crowd His Chariot Wheels, 
Who bite their -Chains^ and frown and foam like Macl- 

Dogs. ■ 
He rides, regardtefs of their ugly Looks. 
So feme Gock-Sparrow in a Farmer's Yard) 
Hops at the Head of an huge Flock of Turkeyj. 
Dood. When Goody Thumb &.i^ brought this Ti&mtnif 
. forth. 
The GtniUi of our Land trfutnphant reign'dj 
Then, then, O Arthur i did thy Genius reign. 

B Nood. . 



1 The Tragfdy of Tom Thumb. 

N^od. They tell me^ ic i^ whifper'd in the Boob 
Of all our Sagesj That this mighty Hefo 
(By Merlin's Art begot) has not a Bone 
Within his Skin, but is a Lump of Griftle. 

Dood. WouM Artbwr'% Subie&s were fuch Griftfes 

ain 

He then might break the Bones of ev'ry Foe, 
Nood. BCit hark! thefc Trumpets fpeak the^Kti;(|;*s 

Apprda^h. ' ' — 

Dood. He comes moft luckily for my Petition! 

Let us retire a little. - ^- ^ 
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SCENE It 



King, Queeiji^Xjrrf Grizzle, Doodle, Noodle: 

King. Let nothing but a Face of Joy appear 5 
The Man who frowns this Day, fhall lofe his Eiead, 
That he may have nto 'l^iicerto fro Wn again. 
Smile, Dollalolh\ — Ha! wha^ wrinkled Sorrow 
Sits, like (omc Mother BimStki^ on thy Brow? 
.Whence flow tbofc, Tfarj -faft down thy blubber'^ 

Cheeks, . ^ ^ : ^ . 

Like a fwoln Gutter,' giifhihg through the. Streets ? 

^Hfien. Excefs o£ Jpy, my Lorclj Tvc heard Folks /ayi 
Gives Tears, as often as Exceis.of Grief. 

King. If itbe-fo, let all Men cry foe Joy, 
•Till my whole Court be drowned with their Tears} 
Nay, 'till they overflow my ^litmoft Lafldj* . * 
And leave me nothing but ttie Sea to rule. 

Dood. My Liege! Tye a. Petit ion 

King. Petition me no Petitions, Sir, to-day j 
Let other Hours be fet apart for Bus'nefs. 
To-day it is our PlQafui:fi,to be drunk. 
And this our'Queeh.fliall be &$ drunk as Us. ^ 

^ueen. If .the capacious Goblet overflow 

With Jrrack- Punch ^ *forc George/ V\\ fee it out j' 

Of Rum^ or Br^ndy^ Til not rafte a Drop. 

King. Tbo' Hack^ in Punchy Eight Shillings be a 
Qujn-r, 

. • And 



The Tragedy of Tom Thumb* ^ 

AncI Rum and Brandy he no more than Six, 
Rather than <g[uarrcl, you (hall have your Will. 

Bur, ha ! the Warrior cornet y Tom Thumb approaches ; 
The welcome Hero, Giant-kiUing Lad, 
Prpferver of my Kingdom, is arrived. 



SCENE III. 

^ • . ' » . , ' * 

Tom Thumb, attended -^ ^\ng^ Queen^ L^r/ Grizzle, 

; Doodle, Noodle. 

King. O welcome, ever welcome to my Arms, 
My dtir Tom Tbumh f , How fhall I thank thy Merit ? 

TBumb.By pot b'ing thank'd at all, Tm thank'd c- 
npugh ; , . a : L 

My Duty I have done, andileme no niore. 

^ueen. Was ever fuch a lovely Creature (ben ! ]j1ftde. 
jng. Thy Modefty*s a Candle to thy Merit, 
ItihiDCS ItfelF, and (hewsttby Merit too. 
Vain ffhpud^nce, if it be ever found 
With Virtue, like the Trumpet in a Confort, 
Drowns the fweet Mufick of the fofter Flute. 
But fay, nby Boy, where didft thpu leave the Giants ? 

Thumb. My Liege, without! the Caftle Gates they 
ftand, , . ... 

The Caftle Gates too low for their Admittance. 

jST/ifg. What look they -like? 

Thumb. Like twenty Things, my Liege; 
Like twenty thoufand O^ks, by Winter^ Hand 
Strip'd of their BloflToms, like a Range of Houfcs, 
When Fire has burnt their Timber all away. 

King: Enough : The vaft Idea fills my Soul 5 
I fee them, yes, I fee them now before tne^ 
The monft*rous, ugly^ barbVous Sons of Whores, 
Which, like as many ravenous' Wolves, of late 
Frowned grimly o'er the Land, like Lambs look now, 
O Thumbs what do we to thy Valour owe ! 
The Princefs Huncamuma is thy Prize. 

B i% ^een,^ 



4 The Tragedy of T o M ^T H tJ M »• 

^een. Ha ! Be ftill, my 5qu1 ! ■ 

numb. Oh, happy, happy Hearing ! , 
Witnefs, yc Stars \ cou'd Thumb have ever fct 
A Bound to bis Ambicipo r— if had been 
The Princefs Huncamunca^ in whofe Arnw 
Eternity would fecm but half an Hour. 

^een. Confider, Sir, reward your Soldier -s Merit^ 
But give not Humamuma to T0m iiumb. 

King. Tom Thumb / Odj^ooks, my wide ext€ndc4 
Realm ,; 

Knows not a Name, (b' glorious, as TtnffThstmb. 
Not Jlexander^ in his highfeft Pride, ' 
Cotild boaft of Merits greater thatl Tom ThumL 
Not C^faryScipip J aU the Flow'rs of Rom^^ 
DefervM their Trii|mphs better than Tom Thumb. 

^een. Tho* greater yet hisboafted Merit was, 
Heikall not have the Rrincefs, that is Pos*. 

Eing. Say you fp, Madidm? We will have a Trial^ 
When I <»nfent, what Pow'r has your Denyal? 
For, when the Wife hpr Husband over*' reaches, 
Cjive him the Petticoat, and her the Breeches, 

Nood. Long HeaUb afid Happinefs attend the Qe^ 
ners^l! 
Long niay be live, as now, the Publick Joy, 
White cv^ry Voice is burthen'4 with his Praife. 
' Thumb. Whifperi yp Winds! that Hun$amun€a^% 

mine} 
Eccho^s repeajt, ih^i fjuneamunc4\ minci 
'I'he dreadful Bus'nefs of the War is over. 
And Beauty, heav'nly B^aqty ! crowns the foil, 
I've thrown the bloody Gartoent now afide, 
And ftymineal Sweets inyite my Bride. 

So wbea fome Chimnciy-^weeper, all the D^y, 
Has through dark Paths porfi^^d the Sooty Way, 
At Night, to wa(h his ^ace and Hands he flies, 
Anc) in his t'othe/c Shint with his Brickduj^ lies/ 

\Extuui all but Grizzle. 
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S C ENE IV. 

Lofd GrlttXe^ Solus. 

See how the cringiog Coxcombs fawn upon hiin ! 
The Sun-ibine of a Courc can, iq s(.pay;|^ 
Ripdn the vikl); Inf^ to ap Eagle : 
4ih1 cv'ry little Wi[^cb,/wbo but an Hour 
Before had fcorn*d, and trod him tinder Pcet^ 
S}^\\ lift his %es aloff^ to ga«e at ii&zncG, 
And flatter what they ipcurn'4* 

yw—i^— '^■^»?|| \ ' ■ " iiiii»^Wiy ifci I p ■ wfP— ^^w^ii I I m ill I I i m m m*' 
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SC E N E V- 

Enter Qnm^ u Lfrd GtbxXt. 

^eefh Well met, my, Lord. 
You fire th{p Map I fought* Have y.oq not heard 
(What evVy Corner of the Court tefounds) 
That little 7'iumb will be a great Man made. 
;, GW«. I hcardJr, I confefs^-r— for who, alas! 
Can always flop his Ears --^ bat would iny Tecth^ 
By grinding /Knives^ had firft been (eo on Edge. 

^een. Would 1 ha4 heard at the ftill Woon of 
Night, 
The dreadful Cry of Fire in evVy Street ! 
Od^obs ! I could alroofl: deftrdy my felf, 
To think I fhould a Grand-mother be made 
By fuch a Rafcal.—- — • Sure, the King forgets,^ 
W hen jn a. Pudding, by his Mother put^ 
Jbc Baftard, by a Tinker, on a Stall .. , . t- 

Was drop'd. O, good Lord Grizzki can 1 bear' 

To fee him, from a Pudding," mount rhe Throne? 

Griz. Oh Horror!, Hdrrerp Horror! ceafc my 
Queen, 
Thy Voice, like twenty Scrcceh-0*ls, wracks my 
Brain. . - 

^een. Then rouze thy Spirit •-« we may yet prevent 

This hwecJ Match, — r-*7 

. ^ Griz. 
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€ The t^eiy4f Toto TkumbT 

Griz. Wc will Not Fate, iifcW; - 

Should ic confpire with X^omas ibumb^ ihould caufe it. 
1*11 fwim thfough Seass 111 ride Upon the Clouds ^ 
rildig the Earth I 11) blow oufrcvVy Fircj 
rilravej Fll rants I'll ruihj rUrifej Hln 
Fierce as the Man whom fmiling Dolphins bbre^ '' 
From the Profaick to Fbecick STiorc. ' . - 
ril tear the Scoundrel into twcmy Pieces; ' ^ 

^ueen. Oh^ no! previent the Match, l^otwhurt *faitB 

notj *';•',;■ ••-'.'' ^ •; 'T 

For, tho* I would not K^ve him have my Daugfitcff, 
Yet, can we kill the Man ^ho iSird the Oiant^? - • 

Griz. I tell you, Maidam, it was^l-a Trickfrf. .. 
He made the Giants fir ft, and thence kiird them % 
As Fox-hunters bring Foxes td a Wood, 
And then with Hou6dl th^ drine (fteni Out again. 

^etn. How ! Have you jfeen no Giants ? Are there 

not ' * '^ , 

Now, in the Yard^ teq (teHiiaiid proper Giants f 

Griz. Indeed, f cannot poficively tell, ' v * 

But firmly do' belicye thec^.iis not OVie. 
^ueen. fience ! fronS my Stghi! t thbii Traytor^ hie 
• awayj:. '^^ \ /' \\ -\ ' ^ y -.r ' '>^^ 

By all tpy Stars I thou;envi€^ Tom Thtimi: ■ ' '[ * 

Goi Sirrah! go > hie away 1 hiie !-*—- thou' art - . * 
A Setting-Dog --^T" and like one I ufejthtte* . 

Griz. Madapn, I go. ;; v ^ ,'\" 

Jm Thumb fhall fecftbe Vci^aiicc|ydtf have rj^^^ \ 

So when t>*rb Dogs ijre fi^ntirfg- m the Streets^ * 
With a tfcird Dog, the pog coptendidg meets^ - 
With angry Teeth, he feltfJs him to the Bonb, 
And this Dog fmarts for what that P6g had done. \ExH. 



SC E N E VI. 

And whither Ihall I go ? ■ Alack-a«day! 

I lovcTom 73biiM»A — — but muft not tell him fo*^ 
For what's a Woman, wfaeir her Virtue V gone? 



Hhe: IV*g«^ "^ Tom T h u m b. 7 

A Coat vichoot its Lace % Wig out of Buckle j 

A Stocking with a Hole in*t. 1 can't live 

Without my ViriuC} or without Tom iTsumb. 
Then let me weigh them in two equal Scales, 
In this Scale put my Virtue, thar, ?iw thumb. 
Alas! 3i« TJbawi'is'tieavicr than' fiy Virtue. 
But hoTdl —Perhaps I 'may be'lcft a Widow:' 
This Match prevented, then Tom Thumb is mine, 
In that dear Hope, IwiU forg«r my: Riin; 

So when feme Wench to Teibilt-Brideweiri fcnr. 
With beating Hemp, and Flogging, flie's content} 
She hopes, in Time, to eafe her prefcnt Painj 
At IcQgMris istc, ftfid W!ilks the Screeti agiiih. %Extt. 
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ACT H. S C E NE I. 

{. . ■ , . - •- ■ 
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HuncamuDca, Clfiora^ Mufladuu 



HOMCAMVMCA. 
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t V E me fome Mofick icraippeflie my SoOiji v - 
Gentle CUora^ fing my fev'rite Song. 

Cleora fingu 

Cupid, nfe aL^-Jick Sfaid^* 
Bring tbj j^iver to ber Jiii ^ . 
ff^itb epial ^dor wound the Swain / 
Beauty fiould n^vrfigb in vain, 

• • • 

Lit him fell the fhafing Smarts 
Drive thy Arrow through bis Heart j 
tfben One you wound^ pu then diftroy i 
tFben Both you kill j you kill with Joy^ .. ^ 

tifine. O, Tom Thumb! Torn Tbtfmbf wherefore art 
thou Tom Thumb ? 
Why had*ft thou not been bom of Royal Blood? 
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy Father? 
Or elfe the King of Brentford^ Qtd or New? 

Muft. I am furpri^ed that your Highneis can give 
your felf a Moment's Uneafinefs about that little in* 
fignificant Fellow, Tom Thumb. One properer for a 
Play-thing, than a Husband. •^— - Were he my Hus- 
band, his Horns fhould be as long as his Body.— *— If 
you had fallen in Love with a Grenadier, I ihould not 
have woiidered at it. If you had fallen in Love with 
Somethings but to fall in Love with Nothing! 

Hum. 
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^e^a^c^y (f ToM Thumb. $ 

HunC. Ceafe^ my Mufiaeha^ ^n your Duty ceafe. 
The Zephyr^ when on flowry Vales it pkyS, • 
is not fo fofc, fo fweet as tbuvfmf^ Breath. 
The Dove is not fo gentle to its Mate. 

Muft. The Dove is every bit as proper for a Hui- 
ba^nd. Alas! M^daiti, there's not a Beau about the 
Court that looks fo little like a Man. He is aperfe6k 
Butterfly, a Thing without Subftancejandalmoft with- 
out Shadqw tdb. 

Hunc. This Rudenefs is unfeafonable ^ defift. 
Or 1 (hall think this Railing comes froni Love. 
^om Thumb's a Creature of that charming Form, 
That no one can abufe, unlefs they love him.< 

Cle. Madam, the King. 



S C E If E n. 

King, Huncamunca« 

King. Let alt but Huncamunca leave the Room. 

[Ex. Cleora, and Muftacha^ 
Daughter, I have of late obferv*d fome Grief 
tJnuTual in yotfr t^buntenance, your Eyes 
That, like t^o open Window3, usM to fhcw 
The lovely BeaUcy of the Room within, , 
Have now two Blinds before them ■ ■ What is the 

Caufe? , . • 

Say, have you not enough of Meat or Drink ? 
WcVe giv'n ftrid Orders not to have you ftintcd 

Hunc, Alas ! my Lord, a tender-Maid may want 
What {he can neither Eat nor Drink — 

King. Wfcat's that ? 

Hunc. Oh! Spare my BIuflics,but I mean a Husbands 

,King. If that be all, I have provided one, * 

A Husband great in Arms, whofe Warlike Sword 
Streams with the yellow Blood of llaughtcr'd Giants*^ 
Whofe Name in Terrd incognitA is known, 
Whofe Valour, Wifdom, Virtue make a Noife, 
Great m the Kettle Drums of twenty Armies. 

C Hunc. 



MO 7$e Tragedy cf To i^Tkvub^ 

Nunc. Wbdtn docs. my Royal Fsctber mean ? ^ 

King. "Tomtbumb. ^ 

Hunc. ' Is it poffiblc ? 

King. Ha ! the Window-BUntjs. arc gofici 
.A Country Dance of Joys is in your Face, 
Your Eyes fpit Fire, your Cheeks grow red as Beeft ' 

Hunc. Oy there*s a Magick-muuck in that Soundy 
Enough to turn roe into Beef indeed. 
Yes, I will own, fince liccns'd by your Word, 
I'll own Tom thUmb thjf Caufe of all my Grief. 
For him Fvc Sigh'dj I've Wept, I've gnaw'd itiy 
Sheets. 



SCENE 111/ 

King, Huncamunca, Doodle. 

t>ooi. Oh! fatrfjN ft»» ^ the great 71?^ Thumb is 

dead. 
King. How dead ! . 

Dood. Alas! as dead as a Door* NaiL *- . - 
Help, help, the PriQcefs faints ! 
King. Fetch her a Dram. 

Hunc. Under my Bed you'll find a Quart of Rum. 

[£^// Doodle- 
King. How does my pretty Daughter ? 
. Hunc. Thank you, Papa, 
I'm fomething betternow. 
King. What Slave waits there? 

Enter Slave. 

Go order the Phyficians ftrait before me, 
That did attend Tom Thumb — - now by my Stars^ 
Unlefs they give.a full and true Account 
Of his Diftemper, they fliall all be hang'd. 

Dood. [returns^ Here is the Bottle, and here is the 
Glafs, 
I found them both together.—— 

King. Give them me. {Jills the Glafi. 

Drink it all off, it will do' you no harm. 

■ SCENE 
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S C EN E IV. 

King) Huncaninnca, Doodle, Phyficians/ 

' 1 PByf. W'e here attend your Majefty's Command. 
King. Of what Diftemper did Tom J'bumb demik ? 

I Phyf. He died) may it pleafe your Majefty^ of a 
Diftemper^ which Paracel/us calls the Diapbormam^ 
Hippocrates the Catecumen^ Gdi/wtheiJ<g(?/i— Hewas 
taken with a Dizzinefs in his Head, for which I bled 

him, and put on Four Blifters he then had the 

Gripes, wherefore I thought it proper to apply a Gli- . 
fter, a Purge, and a Vomit. 

z Pbyf uo&ou youmiftake the Cafe $ the Diftem- 
per was not the Diapbormane^ as you vainly imagine > 
It was the Peripilufis — p— and tho* I approve very 
much of all that you did "o tet mrtdl you, you did 
not do half enough — — you know be copiplained of 
a Pain in his Arm, I would immediately have cut off 
his Arm,andhave laid open his Head, to which 1 would 
have applied fome Trabyjick Plaifter > after that I would 
have proceeded to my Catbarticksj Emeticksy and Diu^ 
reticks. 

1 Pbyf. In the Peripilufis indeed thefe Methods arc 
not only wholefome but neceflary : but in the Dia^ 
pbormane otherwife. 

X Pbyf, What arc the Symptoms of the Diapbor- 
mane f 

I Pbyf. They arc various • ^ very various and un- 
certain. 

z Pbyf Will you tell ^e that a Man died of the 
Ltiapbormane in one Hour *-*— < when the Crifis of that 
Diftemper does not rife till the Fourth ? 

\ Pbyf The Symptoms are various, very various 
and uncertain. 

g % SCENE 
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SCENE V, 

. If0tbm.2 Tom Thumb ^funded. 

/ Thumb. 'W here i$ thePrinccfs? whcrc's my ffunaa^ 

mUnca ? 
Lives ihc? O happy fhumb! — — for even now 
A Murmur humming skips abou( xhe Court, 
That Huncamune^ wsis defun£t. 
. King. BIe6 me J , 
Yc Charming Stars <-> — furc 'tis I]luGop all. 
Are you T^om fi>Hmh^ und arc you roo alive ? 

ftbumH. Tom Thumb \ ati)) ^nd e|;e alfo alive. 

King. . And have you^ not t^een dead ac all ? ■ 

Thumb. Not I. 

I Phyf. I told you, Doftor, th^t Cdtbartick would 
do his BuGnefs. :- i# ' - 

I Phyf. Ay, and I am very much furpriwd to find 15 
did not* 






S C E N E VI. 

King, Thumb, Huncamiinca, Pbyiicianf, 

Doodle, Noodle, 

Novd. Great News, may it pleafe your* Majefty, I 
. bring, . . * ' 

A Traytor is difcover'd, who de/ign'd 
To kill TiPM Thumb with Poifon. . ^ 

Kiftg. Ha ! fay you ? 

Nood. A Girl had drefs her Monkey In his Habit,. 
And th^tthey poifoned by miftake for Thfimb. 

King. Here are Phyficians for you, whofe nfce Art 
Can take a drefs'd Monkcyjbr a Man. * 

Come to my Arms, my deareft Son-in-Law, 
Hl^ppy*s the wooing, that's noo Long a doing ^ 
Proftced we to the Temple, tl&erc to tye 

The 



^'Tr^^ if To H T«5?i% ^i; 

The burning Bridegroom to the blafhing Bride. 

JLikL if I gueift a»g^, SW STi&iM^^ .. 

Shalt give a Being^tp a n^w Tofff J^umb. 

ftbumb. It fhaU be my Endeavour fo to do. 

Hunc. O fie upon yoy^ Sir, you make me bluih. 

Thumb. It is the VirgidV %n, and fuits you well —« 
I know not where, nor how, nor what I am, 
l*m fo tranfported, I have loft my felf. 

Hunc. Forbid it, all th* Star« j foryou^re fo finally • 
That were yo«i loft, you'd find yo|ir felf no ibok>. 
So the unhappy Sempftrefs loft, they fey, 
Her Needle in a Bottle full of .Hay, . 
In Vaii» (he look' J, and took'd, ajQd inade her Moani 
?or ah ! the Needle was for ever gone. \^Ex. King, (Sc 



■to 



SC E N E vn. 

Manmt Phyficians^ 

I Pkyf Pray, Doftor Churcb-yard^ , what \s your, 
Peripilujis? I did not care to own my ignorance ta 
the King j but I never hejird of fuch a Diftemper b?^ 
fore. \ - 

z Pbyf. Truly^ Doftor Fittgrave^ it is more nearly 
allied to the /)/^ar»^».^ than you i«iagine --rand when 
you know the one, you will not be very far from find- 
ing out the other. But it is now paft Ten j Imuft 
hallc to Lord fFeekleys^fpr he'll be dead before Eleven, 
and fo I ihall lofe niy Fee. - - - - r. 

So Doftor, " your Servant.' ' "^ ^'{Epceunrfiveraily. 



* . * 
« • • * 
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S C E N E VIIL 

Enter Queeo fola. i 

Haw am I forc'd to wander thus alone. 
As if I were the Pbanix of my kind j 
TomT^tnk is loft— T- yet ESdatbrift remains. 
And jHickafffrifi'^ as: great a Man as ^umif. 

Be he then our Gallant • but ha! what Noifc 

Comes traveling onyrarcil, bellowing as loud 

A« 'Thunder ruml^ling :tbrough th' ^therial Plaids ? 



SCENE IX. 

King^ Qsom^ I^^yKramuQc^, (^curtiers. 

King. Open the Prifons, fet the wretched free. 
And bid our Treafurer disburle Six Pounds 
Xo pay their Debts -r— let no one weep To-day. 
Come, my Fair Confort;, fit thee down by me» 
Here feated, let us view the Dancers Sport, 
Bid them advance — — this is the Wedding Day 
Qf Princefs Huncanmnca and J'om Tibtumb, 

Dante, Epitbalamium^ and Sports, 



f^ 



SCENE The lafi. 

Noodle, King, Queen, Huncamunca, Courtiers. 

Nood. Oh ! Monftrous ! Dreadful ! Terrible ! Oh J 
Oh! 
Ekaf^be my. Ears, for ever blind my Eyes, 
Dumb be my Tongue, Feet lame, all Senfes loft. 

King. W fiat does the Blockhesid mean? 

N&odn 






- ,lhe Tragedy of Toul^HV^^ if 

ko$d. WhiMl from my Garret ^ 
1 lookM abroad into the Street below, 
1 faw Tom T'bumb attfeoded by the Mob, 
' Twice twenty Shoe-boys, twice two Dozen Links, . 
Cbairmcn, and Portdrs, Hackney Coachmen, Whores] 5 
When on the fuddem through the Streets • there came 
A Cow of larger than the uTual Siie, 
And in a moment, guefs, oh ! gucfs the reft. 
And in a moment fwallow'd op Tom Thumb. 

King. Horrible indeed ! 

Ld Griz.^ Swallowed fhe him alive ? 

Nood. Alive, alive, Lord Grizzle 5 fo the Boys 
Of Fifhmongcr do fwallow Gudgeons down. 

Ld Griz. Curfe on the Cow that took my Vengeance 
from me. ^ ^ ^ »^ \jljide^ 

King. Shut up again the Prifdos, bid my Trea- 

Not give three Farthings otJf -^^ hang all thie CuU 

pritSy 
Guilty or not —-no matter — ravifli Virgins, 
Go bid the School-mafters whip all their Boys ) 
Let Lawyers, Parfons and Phylicians loofe, 
To Rob, impofe on, and to kill the World/ 

• 

Gboft of Tom Thumb rifer, 

Gboft. Thorn Thumb I am — but am not eke alive. 
My Body's in the Cow, my Ghoft is here. 

Griz. Thanks, O ye Stars, my Vengeance is reftor*d. 
Nor ihalt thou fly me — -for V\\ kill the Ghoft. 

{KiJls the Gboft. 

Hunc. O barbarous Deed twill revenge him fo. 

P&7/jGriz. 
Dood. Ha ! Grizzle kilPd — • then Murtherefi be- 
ware. [Kills Hunc. 
^ueen. O Wretch — have at thee/ [Kills Dood. 
W. And have at thee too. ^ [Kills tbeC^ctn. 
Cle. Thou*ftkiird the Queen. [Kills Nood. 
Muft. And thou haft kiil'd my Lover. [Kills Cle. 
King. Ha! Murcberefs vile, take that. [Kills yi\x&. 
And take thou this« [Kills bimfdf^ and falls. 

So 



ttf The^agedyefToH'THVU^^ 

So when the Cbild whom Nuife from MtrcbiefgusT<}Gj 
Sends Jack for Muftard with a Pack of Cards j 
Kings, Queens and Knaves, throw erne another down, 

. Till the whole Pack lies fcattcr'd and o'ertfarewn } 

' So all our Pack upon the Floor it caft, 
And all I boaft is, chac 1 iatl the kft. iDks. 



FINIS. 



. « • 
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